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TO THEY ULL 1 e. 


H Comle Operetta, called Pebe at Court, Was Writs 
ten lu Frenel by Monſ. Favart, Aneltled Ninette a la Cour, 
and performed In Paris with great applauſo. The late Ingenious 
Mr. Lloyd likewiſe took the falt for hls Caprlelaus Lovers! 
the poetical merit of which Induced me to convert It to my pre- 
ſent purpoſe, by a neceflary verſion. of the dialect for recitative, 
the addition of ſeveral ſongs, the omlſſſon of others, and compoſ- 
ing the whole to entire New Muffe. By advice of ſome learned 
friends, I have excluded the entrance of the two old villagers, 
fathers to Colin and Phabe, in the laſt ſcene, as Hobbinol's diſs 
reſpectful behaviour before the prince and princeſs, was thought 
unnaturally Impudent. | 

In the following new collection of Catches and Glees, I have 
(to the beſt of my judgment) ſelected from the ancients and 
moderns a ſuitable number of ſuch as, with reſpe& to the com- 
poſition, will ſtand the teſt of eandid criticiſm, 

The Catches have been eſteemed as ſubjects of natural and. 
inoffenſive humour, and finely planned for muſic, 

The Glees are (chiefly) from the beſt poets, and. on the moſt 
pleafing and variegated motives to mufical expreſſion. 

In theſe recommendatory remarks, my own productions are no 
way meant to be included, which I leave, with all due humility, 
to the deciſion of the auditors. The others have not only been 
deemed worthy of public attention; but even the admiration 
ob 


h | : ( iy 9 = 
of the beſt judges in this kingom ;z inſomuch that (as in Pur- 
cell's time) they have extended their heart-cheering influence 


into a great number of the firſt families, and heighten the joys of 


their convivial tables. 
I hope my ardent endeayours, on this occaſion, will have tho 


good fortune to pleaſe, and that the audience will excuſe one 
perſon' s ſpeaking two parts, wwbere only a line ar two of recitenve 
ts concern d: and am, with all panes reſpect, _ 


Ladies and Gentlemen, 
- Your much honoured, 
And obliged humble ſervant, - 
TH 0. AUG. ARNE. 


+ WW wo) 
M E' N, 
Aſtolpho, a Prince, betrothed to the Prin- 
oh. Emily, in love with Phrebe, ' A Gentleman. 


Hobbinol, a Farmer, Father to Colin, Mr. Billington. | 
Florio, Page of Honour, offs mm Ditto, „ 


Colin, a Villager, Son to Damon, in lors, Farrel 


with, and betrothed to Phebe, 


| W 0 M E N. 
Emily, a Princeſs, = 5 Miſs Weller. 


Lijſetta, a Court Lady, - -'' -»' Ditto," - FI 
Phetbe, daughter to Hobbinol, Ca Barthelemon 


to, and 1 in love with Colin, 


PF 
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SCE N E 1 An Antichamber: 


\ 


[VS] 


e 19:1, 
e r Lv. 


Li A Country girl, Sir and a beauty 
I comprehend—becauſe the's new ©you3 
But can a wench in her low ſtation, 


The ſubject be of adoration ? 


Aft, She is ; her form, her bloom, her eye, 
Fair boſom, piercing wit 

Li Lob 
Simplicity muſt be the, thing; add] 
What wit can in  gottage ſpring ? | 


[©Y 


A. That ſeed is oſten doom'd to lie 


40. 


Lil 


Unknown, in deep obſcurity, 

Till Time, by Nature's quick”! ning pow'r,, 
Cheers and expands the charming flow'r, 
This Lady Bounty's care has done, 

To her keen wit th'enliv'ning ſun. 

But th:nk you not your princely ſtation, 
In this, will. ſuffer imputation? 

No; handſome womem are by fate 
Deſign'd _ above their ſtate. 


. 
When Nature beauty wou'd diſcloſe; 
What tho' the ſweetly bluſhing roſe, 
h From cottage ſoil did-ſpring 3 
When pluck'd,. ſhou'd. you its progreſs trace, 


Perhaps the fragrant flow'r may grace,, 
The boſom of a. king. 


Liſ. But Sir, the Princeſs Emily— 


Her rank, her victue— | 

I agree,. 
Allow her virtuous.as ſhe's far, 
And yet my heart proves faithleſs there * 


| To Phœbe ev'ry wiſh is. bent, ponent 


I doat on that ſweet innocent. 0 
Make then a friendſhip with my chu | | 
Upon my honour, novght ſhall harm her. 
Admit it done. 3 


(3 


Aft Then, for my whim, 

Deck the ſweet maid in choiceſt trim 3 
Let elegance with grandeur Jin. 
To ſhew a form x4" divine, 

Lil. I'm all compliance, and with art, ne 
(Ne'er "Oey me, *s 111 play my you 


* 
Rs 3 217, 1. 3160 


A Koi R el v n oe | 


What te, what ex quiſite W 
When all the gay flirts of the court, 
Fix on her their eyes, 
And gaze with ſurpriſe; 
Till Envy obſcure ev'ry face ! 
L Liſetta, cute hete· -- Ly 
Who is ſhe, my dear? 
A ceuzin, ſay 1j 
But hark, by the by, | 
She wants neither penfion nor Ferre x 
She's pretty; ſays ole: 
Cries t'other, ha' done x - 
She's rather too tall, 
Her, waiſt is too ſmall, - 10 
| Her houldery are vaſtly too vv ; 
1/99"! 9 hie Imells of perfume, 
And ag to her bloom. 


We al know enough. of a wk, 915 
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se. 4 Dany: me. 1 


' 


Cos IN, Puorss. mas aun and Pointe. 


— 


Phe, Colin this hind, with * char s true, 


Tho! long reſerv'd, Lgivè to.you: 
Away, my love, now toil with glee ; , 


ASS 7 


The fruits, you know, tetüru to me. | L 5 
Col. One boon firſt grant me. riots r 
* denk 8 "ah 
Col. 'Tis "Ol = 5 TT 
That here I print a true Wks [Xe ber band. 


44. 9 11 fi; 4 344 


D U 2 P. JL 0 5 


21.4 ; „ind 108 
No jęalous thi ain, my bre 
No fear alarm, no care 2 5112 


Pleas'd with the ji in. Jai Fog as 


21 . 


For { teh ir kind, 4nd Ham fri. 
i oor viſtev ain blech 


. 1911 
8 n 10 Enrum: Colin and Pheebe, 


Hob. This, friends, will WT prove A wedding ., 
For diff rent rooms and ſep rate bedding. 


* 


a, No no, we'll therefore ſport and play, 


To- morrow, on their n day. 


2 
4 


— 
F. 4 — 2 - 


Col. 


Hob. 


. 
Ay, as *twas forty years agon, 
When I and 9 were made one. 


A1. 


When the head of poor Tummas was broke 
By Roger, who play'd at the wake, 


| And Kate was alarmed at the ſtroke, 


And wept for poor Tummas's ſake ; 
When his worſhip gave noggins of ale, 

And the liquor was charming a and ſtout, 4 
O thoſe were the times to regale, 

And we footed it rarely about. 


Then our partners werg buxom as does, 
We all were as happy as kings ; 


Each lad in.his holiday cloaths, 


I l̃!ube laſſes in all their beſt things; 
O what merriment all the day long! 

May the feaſt of our couple prove ſuch ! 
Odzooks, but I'll join in the ſong, _ 
And III — about with my crutch. 

; [Horns a. are beard at a diſtance. 


To 3 CoLIN. 
Plague o'their horns and hounds, I fay, 
Here are they hunting ev'ry day, 
And while a ſtinking fox purſuing, 
Tread down our corn and work our ruin. 
The ſound is near—get into quarters, 


Leſt they ſhou'd hunt our wives and daughters. 
C a CHORUS. 


- 


(0.7 


| n 

| To-morrow, gay ſun, thy full radiance diſplay, 
| When Colin weds Phcebe, the queen of the May, 
And further, to heighten the joys of the night, 

| 


Enrobe the dark moon in thy mantle of light. 
[Exeunt, ſinging. 


SCENE III. The outfide of Pbæbe's Cottage. 


LISEZ TTA. 


- 


[PHOEBE, with a Fan in her Hand, which fe opens POP 
ad A upon. ä 


Li/. Can you fo awkward be, my dear? 
Or mean you to expreſs a jeer? | 
Wou'd you the pretty toy abuſe ? 
Or don't you realy know its * 
_ Phe. Not I, ſincerely. ; 
Li/. | Give it me; 
I'll ſhew you child immediately. = 


0-6 


C3. 3 


A I R. 


All paſſions will the fan diſcloſe, 
All modes. of female art, 
And to advantage ſweetly ſhews 
The hand, if not the heart: 
'Tis Folly's ſcepter, firſt deſign'd 
By Love's capricious boy, 
Who knows how lightly all mankiud 
Are govern'd by a wy 


For various purpoſe ſieves the fan, 
As thiig—a decent blind; 
Between the ſticks to peep at man, 

Nor yet betray your mind : 
Each action tells a meaning plain, 

Reſentment's in the ſnap ; 
A flirt expreſſes ſtrong diſdain, 

Coe gentle tap. 


Pbæ. The ſnap; the tap! farſical ſtuff! 
'Tis F olly* s ſcepter ſure enough, 
My native ſpirits ne'er can want 
Baubles fo inſignificant, 
While nought in trifles I can Re, 
To ruffle my tranquility. 

Liſ. Traquility [Uaughing}—O diſmal wal 
Child, 'tis the moaping of a drone. 


Give 


#1 


Give me a round of freſh delights, 

That whirl away my days and nights ! — 
Come, pretty maid, with me reſort, 

And view the radiance of a court. 

I'll dreſs you in my filver'd blue, 

With laces, watch and di'monds too. 


Phe. But Wherefore all this coſtly care, 
If deareſt Colin be not there ? 
Were fortune's cup fill'd to the brim, 
Twou'd taſteleſs be, depriv'd of him. 


" Us we © 


When morn with purple ſtreaks the ſkies, 
And reſted flocks to paſture rite, 

I with my abſent love to ſee, 

And ſigh for him who lives in me. 


Contented with my lowly ſtate, 
J aim not to be rich or great. 
What's grandeur, when by falſhood got ? 


/ Give me my Colin and my cot. 


*Lif. Come, leap this bar to your renown ; 

You muſt forget the low bred clown, 
Phe. Impoſſible. | 
Li. Mind what I 4 


Don't you remember, bother day, 


— 


A Gentle 


2.8, 


A gentleman of comely mein, 
With hunting cap and veſture green, 
Inquiring, in perplexed mood, 
His readieſt paſſage thro' the wood ? . 
Phe. O yes—now I ſhall make you ſport [/aughing heartily. 
He promis'd me a place at court. 
Do courtier's always keep their word? [ Ironically. 
Liſ. He does ;—conclude that you're prefer'd. 
Phe. Well, on his word I'll e'en depend, 
But ſee! here comes my courtly friend. 
Liſ. The bait is laid, ſhe can't o'erlook it; 
When the fiſh nibbles, let him hook it. Exit. 


AsToLPHo. PHoEBE. | Mending ber Apron.] 


Aſt. Fair maid, good morrow. 

Phe. | Sir, good day, 

Aſt, Let me that needle throw away; 
Such beauty ſhou'd at court appear, 


Phe. For what ? 


Aſt. Jo grace it. 
Phe. How you jeer ! = | 
A. O Phoebe! | LSigbing. 


Phe... Bleſs me, Sir, you ſigh. 
What ails you, pray ? 


Aſt. I love you, 
Ne,, Fie ! 
A poor mean girl a | 

a Db Aſt. 


( 1 ) 


Aft. T1 love you dearly. l 
Phe. Is that all? So you love 
A8: - Sincerely. 


Phe. Then, I ſuppoſe, you'd marry too? 
As all our lads o'th' village do, 


8 


O what luck were Phcoebe in, 

Such a courtly ſpouſe to win! 

In my ſtately, chariot rolling, 

All my menial ſlaves controling; 
Then th' amaze of prying gapers, 
When they read in daily papers— 

«© Yeſterday, an am'rous Earl 

& Took to wife a village girl; 
„All her fortune twenty pound,” 
O how nobly that wou'd found! 


Aſt, Marriage, my lovely girl, is all a jeſt. 
Phe. And yet—you ſay, you love me. 

Aſt. ] proteſt? _ 

Phe. One favour then you hardly can deny, 

Alt. With fredom ſpeak, and on my grant rely. 


Phe. La! how I bluſh unus'd to noblemen ! 
'Tis—that I n&er may ſee your face again. 


Aft. What? How ?—T'd give the world this face cou'd ſtrike you. 
Phe, It does but not with love cannot like you. 


Alt. 


3 ky 


15 
4 


Pk. 


Phe. 


Alt. 
Phe. 


Col. 


Phe. 


Col. 
Phe. 
Col. 


+3 


Als 


(u 
Oonfuſion 
Sir! | . 
| What a miſtake I fall in! 
Who love you then? ,, .. 

In truth, Sir, —I love Colin, 

Diſtraction ! Colin? Who the dev'l is he ? 
A young man 1n our village, who loves me. 


P 4 4 
al 


"A I R. Arenen. 


My heart, ſtung with \ jealouſy, ſwells into rage, 
O what healing balſam the wound: can aflwage * 
In her, that inſenſible, only at lies, 


Whoſe voice is of thunder, of . her eyes. 


W 


To ber Cor xx. 
„ . „ 2 „. 

Thank heav'n, at laſt the coaſt is clear. 
Who is that Gentleman, my dear? 
The prince's fav*rite by report, 
And ſoon will carry me to court. .': 
To court! ods death !—you ſhall not go. 
Why not ?—He'll make my: fortune too. 
Deluded girl! he'll prove your curſe, 
So get along without more _ 
I can't, * 


Exit. 


l Ade. 


Col. 


— — — — — 
. — : 


wo 


— = 
— 


* 
* 4 — ago - 


— — — 
1 


Ca } 
Col. You muſt, 
_— 8 LE 
Col. You ſhalt! 
Phe. Be quiet, Colin, or PI wall. : 


Za 1 


Be not ſo cxols and: . 

You hurt me, Colin, Oh ? 
My lord is much tos good, 

my ſe ee me treated ſo. 


27 ? a TOE Atti 
3 His lordhip's tr dere Itul cot? 
Shall keepime ale. from . 


| Fu tell him EM L M „s 1 5160 7 - 01 


O lud! you'll break my arm, 


C1107) -- 
To them, As TOI PUO » FABIAN. 


Aft. Inſolent villain l let her go. 


Col. To your demand I anſwer - no. 


Fab. Stand off, bold ruffian, 1 241110 


Col. The prince ! the devil! (1169 

Phe. Youthe ene: tub e 

A. Yes, lovely charmer, come with me, 
Let all my court thy beauty ſee; | 
Thou Phcebe, ſhalt my homage ſhare, 
And outſhine all the jewels there, 


2 
1714 311 # 


; 
* 
pe 


Phe 
. . 


( 13 ) 
Yes, gracious Sir, I'll go with you. 
Un * Colin l now adieu; 
7 


o nr 


Falſe hearted Phoebe ! 
You are ſo, 
Come on, my charmer. 
Wil you go? 
Can you doubt it? 
Waunds'? why not! 


Who'd leave a palace for a cot? - [4d Fab. laugh. 


Death! laugh'd at ! jilted and þbetray'd 1 
I ſtamp, I tear, and rave. 

Capricious, light, perfidious maid l 

Tl be no more * aye. | 


A 1 I. 


Each am'rous heart, 
Muſt ſhare its part 
Of pleaſure, or;of pain: 
Then life employ, 
T'inſure the jo. 
Or break: the gains chain, 0 


it! 


E. 


gu, BSA. 


AT 


( 26 } 5 
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| E y ' 4 \ 
| A C T II. 8 
4 — 4 * - . hs . : 


CENE I. Anotber Apartment in the Palace. A Thi _ 
PHoEBE ang. 


enn. 


Phe. So this black thing you call.; a fable— 
[taking up a fable tippet: 
Pray what d' you call the dreſſing table ? 
Liſ. A toilette, child. 
Phe. A toilette — Oh! 
From the great toil we undergo. 
Liſ. Fie, child! what we a toilette call, 
Is drefly women's all in all ; 
'Tis Cupid's armory, to guard our faces, 
The throne of art, and altar of the graces. 


A 1 R. 
Yes, tis a nin of arms, 
To triumph over time, 
Whence beauty borrows half her A 
And always keeps her prime. 1 ü 
t 


s 


At that the prude, coquet and ſaint, 
Induſtrious ſets her face! 
| While powder, patch, and'waſh, and paint, 
Repair, or give a grace. 
To arch the brow, there lies the bruſh, 
The comb, to tinge the hair, 
The Spaniſh wool, to give the bluſh, 
The pearl to dye them fair. 


Hence riſe the wrinkled, old and grey, 


i In freſheſt beauty ſtrong, 
As Venus fair, as Flora gay, 
As Hebe ever young. 
[ Liſetta going to paint ber more. 


Phe. "Tis what you pleaſe, ſo you leave off; 
Ha'n't you yet plaiſter'd me enough ? 
* Ti. One gentle touch of rouge, my dear 
Now like an angel you appear, 
Phe. Pſha! no more daubing. 
LI. Peeviſh creature! 
This bloom by far ſurpaſſes nature. 
Phe. Such glaring red I brazen call; 
One modeſt bluſh exceeds it all. 


AIR 


( 16 ) 


AIX. 
How T totter in my gate, 
From a dreſs of ſo much weight, 
With my robe too dangl'ing after! 
Cou'd my Colin now but fee 
What a thing they've made of me, 
Oh ! he'd ſplit his ſides with laughter. 
L. Your di'monds, ma'am [Looking at them with indi ference. 
Pla. They" re very fine; 
But then, 'tis they, not I that ſhine. 
[Seeing a bouquet of flowers, flings down the diamonds, 
and takes it up eagerly. 
O here are flow'rs—pſha, they've no ſmell, 
What things unnat'ral deck a belle ! 
To blind the world all arts combine, 
And beauty's but a painted ſign. 
Li. Theſe flow'rs were made, not tp invite 
The ſmell; but to engage the ſight. 


AI R. 


The flow'rs, which grace their native beds, 
Awhile put forth their bluſhing heads; | 
But ere the cloſe of parting day, 

They wither, ſhrink and die away 


But theſe, which mimic {kill hath made, 
Nor ſcorch'd by ſun, nor kill'd by ſhade, 
Shall bluſh with leſs inconſtant hue, 
Which art, at pleaſure, can renew, 


( wy ) 


Pw. Well, thank my ſtars, I'm drefs'd at laſt, 
Ly. All now is elegance of tafte ; | 
Sure nought on earth tan look diviner 
Phe, A butterfly is ten times finer, 
This hoop is than a hogſhead bigger, 
_ Diſguifing quite my native figure, 
The ſtays have brought my ſides to meet, 
The ſhoes have crippled both my feet. 
Liſ. Right.—Now make faces, limp and moan, 
"Twill reliſh all of the Bon Ton. 


Phe, Bon Ton ! what's that ? 


Ly. Why child, tis all 

That we can delicacy call. 

And 'tis impoſſible, no doubt. 

To look, to walk, or ſpeak without. 
Phæ. Pray, madam, don't yeu call this ſpeakinag? 
Liſ. No, ma'am, 'tis bawling. | 
Phe, What ? 
Li. That's ſqueaking. = 
Phe, Enough tem these lodſe hints alone, 

I'm miſtreſs now of the Bon Ton, 


Come women of ov'ry degree, 
And learn affectation from me z 
The rules are as eaſy as ſhart 
| Ne'er {peak as you ſhou'd, 
To be well underſtood, 
"That's not the Bon Ton of the court. 
F 


Abs 


( 18 ) 


To ape the high airs of a belle, 
Seem ſick, tho' you're never ſo well, 
One mode ſeryes for ſorrow and ſport z 
So d-r-awl out your tones, 
In half-dying moans, 
That, that's the Bon Ton of the court, [Exeunt. 


SCENE Il. Supers Apartments in the Palace. 
Eur t v. Fron ro. \ has 


Fb. Your highnefs now may reſt affur'd, 
That Phcebe ne'er will be aNlur'd : | 1 21 
To Colin all her heat t is giv'n, 
Their vows are regiſter'd in henv'n, 
Em. By this, I'll rouſe the prince's pride, 
To make his ill-plac'd love ſubſide, = 1 


SCENE Ul; Lina Aba 
Pxon n, LIT TA 
Li. To grant your wiſh and baniſh fear, 
The prince admits your Colin here: 


Adieu; I muſt away with ſpeed, [Exit 
Phe, Farewell O this is joy indeed; | 
8o chang'd, this flaring trim will ſhew me, 
That, alt'ring voice, he'll hardly know me 3 


” " F 
4 9 en | | FRE! * 


Vet, 


( 19 ) 
Yet, leſt his eye pierce thro' the cheat, 


This veil ſhall my diſguiſe complete, [Puts on the veil, 


. Enter Colin, [Not ſeeing her. 


r 


Plague take ſuch folks, 
Their fleering jokes, 
With their nonſenſe, rant and riot; 
This calls me clown ; 
That thruſts me down ; 
Can a body ne'er be quiet ? 


So puſh'd about, 
Thruſt in, thruſt out, 
In a tumult, noiſe and flurry, 
I'm ſqueez'd to death, 


I'm out of breath, 
And my wits run hurry ſcurry. 

Pho, Sir! Sir! 
Col. An angel ſure I ſee 

What can this fine thing want with me [4fte. 
Pha. He's in amaze. Ala. 

Col. What coſtly geer ! 

Phe. You're very handſome, 
Cl, Peha! you jeer! AY 


( av ) 
| Phe, Whom ſeek you, Sir? | 
Cot, As pretty a laſt, 


At ever trod on meadow graly, 
Phe, O happy ſhe | 


Col. Wich my heart's blood 
I'd make her happy, if I cou'd, 
Phe. Then I'm undone. 


Col, Lal what d'you mean! 

Pb. Ah! wou'd that face I'd never ſeen, 
Now his inconſtancy I'll prove ! [466 
O fatal, unrequited love, [To bim, 


Col. Poor lady'! how ſhall I atone? 
Your plaint wou'd melt « heart of None, 

Phe, So fo, he now begins to waver, | [Aſides 
Your hand==But that's too great a favour, 

Col, A favour - No— there take it freely=—— 
But muſt that cobweb thing conceal you? 

f If you're as handſome as you're fine, 


You muſt beyond my Phebe ſhine, 
Pha, O no—Prepare to ſee a fright —— 


Sir.—I ſhall ſhock you with the ſight ; 
But, to oblige you, I'll uneaſ ? [Pulls off ber wail. 
There View me now Do you know this face? [ Angriy. 
Cal. Waunds | Phebe . No—O eurſt diſaſter 
She's now a doll of paint and plaiſter, 


DUET. 


Phe, 


Cel, 
Phe, 
Col, 


Em, 


Col. 


©... 


D US © TO 


Thoſe gaudry trinkets, thy diſgrace, 
And thee I now deteſt, 
Ah, falthleſt traitor | to my ſace 

Thy falſehood ſtands confeſt, © * 
Away, inconſtant ſwaln, | 
You'll call me back again, 
No, never; thus we part, 
I'll tear thee from my heart, 


Together, The pangs of death I prove 


Deceit has murder'd love, | Exennt different ways, 


$ CR NE IV. 
Emily's ſuperb Apartments, 
A8TOLPHKO, EMILY» 


This interview I did requeſt, 
To ſet my tortur'd mind at reſt, 


I'm all attention. 
Can thy heart 


From faithful Emily thus part? 


And may as eaſily 4 


Prefering one, who ſlights you more, 
Than I, your promis d bride, adore. 
Ah, princeſs! I my errors own— 


But. 


Em. 


Phe. 
Em. 
Phe. 


Aft 


( an ) 


But Phcebe for admiſſion waits 
Let her determine all debates : 
I'll never on your peace intrude. 
Retire and liſten ; then conclude. 
Aliolpbo goes off on one fide, on the other enters Phebe, 
who ſtarts on ſeeing Emily. 
Start not, good girl; here nought is meant; 
But to eſtabliſh yout content. 


What charms has courtly ſtate for you? 


None, Madam Witneſs heav'n 'tis true. 
Perhaps you love th'enamour'd prince. 

O no—He knew my mind long lance : 
My faith is plighted to a ſwain, 


I almoſt die to ſee again. 


| ATR: | ' 


His pleaſing form and winning ſmile 
Firſt caught my partial eye, 

And ſoft perſuaſion, free from guile, 
Soon won me to comply: 

Our mutual vows of truth are paſs'd, 
I only live to love, 

And ever ſhall that paſſion laſt, 
Which earth and heav'n approve. 


To them AsT OL PHO, | 


I own my ſhame, and muſt revere, _ 2 
Such open candor Now, my dear, To Emily. 
Theſe wanton eyes, bright honour's bane, 


Shall ne'er eſtrange my thoughts again. 
uh ge 7 ug 8 AIR. 


(a) 


A * R. 
As fly the duſky ſhades of night, 
When firſt the Sun, divinely bright, | 
ö | Darts forth enliv'ning rays: - e 
So gloomy cares are diſpoſſeſs'd, 
When virtue, in the noble breaſt, 
Its boundleſs pow'rs diſplays. 


Taithem, Colix. 


Col. By royal order here I come, 
From Phcebe's lips to know my doom. 
Phe. Firſt, pardon, Calin, my offence, 
The mere effect of innocence. 
Aft. 1 only am the cauſe of ſtrife, 


| [Te Colia. 
In tempting thus your plighted wife. | 
But, T'll that injury repair, _ F 
And make both happy, as ſhe's fair, 

Col. Thanks to your highneſs. : 

Phe. More I'll ſay— - 


What we can ne'er, may heay'n repay, 


AI. CorLin. 


On thorns and ſharp briars we trod, 
All comfort appear'd to be fled ; 

But you, like a pitying god, 

Our ſteps to ſoft greenſword have led. 


Since 


( 24 ) 


Since minds that were tortur'd with pain. 
Thus lowly you ſtoop to relieve, 

This one pleaſing care ſhall reman— 
To merit the gifts we recelye. 3 


Phe. How needleſs to a prince deſpotic ſway,” 
When hearts _— mw” {gn De k. 


5 c H O R U 8. 


Col. For thee my love ſhall ever burn, 
Il̃huou art my fondeſt aim. | 
P) ;. My love ſhall yield thee ſweet rerum, N 

8 I burt with equal flame. 8 
The mutual gifts of hand and heart, 
Which faithful lovers ſhare, 
3 i May heav'n thro! length of years impart; . 
To bleſs this royal pair. AER 
Let virtuous love each hour employ z. 
For that's the ſourcs of laſting joy... 


THE END: 


THE WORDS OF AN INTIRE 


NEW COLLECTION 


OF THE MOST ADMIRED 


CATCHES AND GLEES, 


PERFORMED AT THE 
: , 


"CELEBRATED CATCH CLUB, 


Bupported and conducted, by a Society of NOBLEMEN 
and GENTLEMEN, at the TyuaTcu'd Hovss Tavern, 
in St, James's STREET, and (by their Permiſſion) publickly 
exhibited, | 


UNDER THE DIRECTION OF DR. ARNE. 
The MUSIC of the following CATCHES and GLEES 


is compoſed by feveral EMINENT MASTERS, Antient 
and Modern, 
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THE 


NEW COLLECTION 


Q E 


CATCHES AND GLEES. 


PART THE FIRST 


CATCH I Hor CROSS BUNS. 
RY MR. ATTERBURY. 


Oxe. penny, two a penny, hot croſs buns ;- 
If you have no daughters, give em to your ſons; 
But if you have none of thoſe pretty little elves, 
You cannot do better than eat them yourſelves. 


{ #8 9 


BY D R. ARNE. 


To ſoften care and ſweeten life, 

As faithful miſtreſs, friend and wife, 
Come, lovely CLOER! thou alone 
Art miſtreſs, friend and wife, in one, 


. 


CATCH I. BARTHOLOMEW FAIR. 


— — — — —— — — — a 1 


BY MR. HENRY PURCELL. 


Here's that will . all the fair, A 
Come buy my nuts and damſons, my burgamy pear ; 
Here's the WRORE Or BABY1.0n, the DeviL and the Por R, 
The girl is juſt a going on the rope: 

Here's Dives and LAZ Akus, and the world's creation; 

Here's the Du ren Won aA, the like's not in the nation; 
Here is the booth, where the TALL Dore Maid is; 
Here are bears, that dance like any ladies; | 
Toot-a-toot-a-too goes the little penny trumpet ; ; | 
Here's your JacoB Hax, that can jump it, jump it; 
Sound, trumpet, ſound! a filver ſpoon and fork; 
{Come here's your dainty pig and pork. 


GLEE 


— x — — oO 


GLEE IL 
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BY MR. WE B BE. 


Come live with me and be my love, 
And we will all the pleaſures prove, 
That grove and valley, hill and field, 
Or woods and ſteepy mountains yield; 
And I will make thee beds of roſes, 
And twine a thouſand fragrant poſies, 
A cap of flow'rs and rural kirtle, 
Embroider'd all with leaves of myrtle ; 
A belt of ſtraw and ivy- buds; | 

A coral claſp and amber ſtuds; 
And if theſe pleaſures may thee move, 
Then live with me and be my love. 
The ſhepherd ſwains fhall dance and ſing 
For thy delight each May morning, 
If joys like theſe thy mind may move, 
"Then live with me and be my love. 


« £20) 


(FROM SHAKESPEARE.) 


CATCH 


CATCH III. THE COMICAL FELLOWS. 


63009 


BY M R. BATES. 


FIRST MAN. 
Sir, you are à comical fellow; 
Your noſe it is hooked, 


Your back it is crooked,, . 
And you are a comical fellow. 


8. EC ON D MAN. 


Nay, you are à comĩcal fellow; ;; 
You ſquint with ſuch grace, 

So red is your face,” 

Tis you are a comical fellow. 


FIRST MAN. 
Am I a comical fellow. 


No no, no no no, 
Pray do not ſay ſo; 
I'm ſure I'm no comical fellow. 


( 31 ) 


6 L E E H. (FROM JOHNSON, 


BY D R. ARNE. 


Wu the roſe is in bud, and blue violets blow, 
And the birds ſing us love fongs on every bough, 
When cowſlips and daiſies and daffodils ſpread, 
And adorn and perfume the green flowery mead, 

When without the plough 
Fat oxen low, | 


„The cleanly milk-pail;, 
Is flFd with with brown ale 
Our table's the graſs; 
There we kiſs and we ſing, 
And we dance in a rivg (| 
And every lad has his laſs., 


' Bud of the Firſt Part. 


ESD | PART 
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PART THE SECOND. 


S L EE I. F ROM ANACRE ON.) 


% 


BY. DR ARNE. 
SwEET Musk, inſpire thy ſuppliant — 


Heroic ardvr to record— 

In vain the fervent pray'r I more 
Hark !—ey'ry echo whiſpers love. 

T'1traiſe. the theme to a&ts renown d— 

Ah no— tis love no other ſound; , 
Farewell then PATRIOT, HERO, Kid; 
My Moser of en but-Love can ſing. 


| 


o D A 1 
e by A 


BY MR. MICHAEL ESTE. 


How merrily we live, blithe ſhepherds we, 
Roundelays ſmging:fRtill with merry: glee. 

On the pleaſant down, where, as our flocks we ſee, 
We feel no cares, we fear not fortune's frowns, 


We know not envy, which ſweet mirthtonfounds, 
How merrily we live, blithe ſhepherds we, 
Roundelays ſinging ſtill with merry glee, 


GLEE 
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ren II. 
BY M K. WE B I E. 


A gen'rous friendſhip no cold medium knows, 
Burns with one love, with one reſentment glows :: 
One ſhou'd our int'reſt and our paſſions be ; 

My friend ſhou'd hate the man that 1 injures me. 


CATCH THE HORSE-RACE. 
BY D R. 4 R N R. 
FIRST BETTER. 


Clear, clear the courſe, make room, make room, I ſay ! 
Now they are off, and OtMeRAck wins the day. . 
SECOND BETTER. 


I'll bet the odds—done, done, Sir—done with you; 3; 
SQUIRREL keeps near him, and he'll win it too. 


THIRD NE T TER. 


Here's even money done for a hundred, done; 
Now GIMCRACK, now or never — He has won. 


DRUNKEN MAN. 


I'll take my oath that Suixx EL won the prize; 


Da—me! who ever ſays he loſt it, lies. | 
K PART 


—— — —— — — 


F 
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PART THE THIRD, AND LAST. 


| 
| OY . 
1 | . * 
| GLEE l. FROM HORACE.) 


1% | BY DR. ARNE, 


| | Make haſte to meet the gen'rous wine, 
Whoſe piercing is for thee delay d; 
The roſey wreath is ready made, 
| | And artful hands prepare 
| The fragrant oil, that ſhall perfume thy hair. 

Freſh roſes here with myrtle twine ; 

| Like DAPHNE, all is fair and ſweet; 
| = | But ſimple all, without deceit ; 
| My wine from art 1s free, 
| 
| 


Which never woman was, nor e'er will be. 
When NxcTak ſparkles from afar, 
And the free-hearted friend cries ** Come away! 
= Make haſte ! reſign thy bus'neſs and thy care; 
No mortal int'reſt can be worth thy ſtay. 

Here Mirth reſides, here Baccavs' rites are due 
Come drink, till ev'ry taper ſhines like two, 

Till whining love in bumpers deep be drown'd, 

And all things, like the circling glaſs, go round, 


1 8 | CATCH 


| | 
| * 
| * 
* 
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ATH IL THE QUARRE L. 


BY Mr. HENRY PURCELL. 


Fie ! nay prithee, Joux, 
Do not quarrel, man; 
Let's be mery and drink about ! 
You're a rogue, you've cheated me, 
TIl prove it to this company, 
I care not a farthing, Sir, for all you are e ſo ſtout. 
Sir, 'tis falſe, I ſcorn your word, 
I fear no man, that wears a ſword ; 
You've made me out a Newgate Bird ; 
But who cares for you. 


CATCH Un. THE RO A.8 T. 


BY LORD M 


. 
FIRST MAN. 


'Twas you, Sir, 'twas you, Sir, 
I tell you nothing new, Sir, | 
Twas you that kiſs d the pretty girl, 'twas.you, Sir, you. 


SECOND MAN. Been: ire "4 
'Tis true, Sir, tis true, Sir, tf | A 


You look ſo very blue, Sir, 6 "he 


I'm ſure you kiſs'd the pretty girl, 'twas you, Sir, you. 
THIRD — 
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THIRD MAN. 
Oh, Sir, no Sir; 


How can you wrong me ſo, Sir? Fo 
1 did not kiſs the pretty girl; but I know who. 


GLE E H. AND LAST. 


THE TRUE BRITON'S TOAST. 


BY DR. ARNE. 


A ToasT, a ToasT !--now joy prevails, 

A loyal bumper let it be. 

Agreed, agreed—ye echoing hills and dales, 

Reſound, reſound in equal jubilee, 

Tur KING, THE QUEEN, THE PRINCE oF WALES, 
And ALL THE Royal FAMILY. 


